I wish  you  Merry  Christmas, 

I say  it  like  a prayer— 

When  you  wake  Christmas  morning 
May  all  you  wish  be  there! 


To  _ 
From 


IF  EVERY  DAY  WERE  CHRISTMAS 


If  every  day  were  Christmas, 
How  different  life  would  be— 
If  not  one  day  but  all  the  year 
Were  ruled  by  charity. 


Had  we  the  faith  in  miracles 
A child  has  Christmas  morn, 

Each  day  would  be  love's  manger 
And  Christ  would  be  reborn 


In  us  again  to  change  and  heal 
Our  outworn  wars  and  ways— 

Had  we  a child's  or  shepherd's  gift 
For  wonderment  and  praise! 

Yet  every  day  is  Christmas 
When  we  have  learned  to  live 
By  love's  law,  learned  not  how  to  get 
But  only  how  to  give; 


And  like  a child  can  wonder 
And  like  a child  can  pray. 

But  have  the  grown-up  wisdom 
To  give  ourselves  away. 


CHRISTMAS 

DAY 

AND 

CHRISTMAS 

NIGHT 


Christmas  to  some  is  Christmas  day. 
And  gifts  and  gaiety 
Of  children  shouting  in  surprise 
Around  a tinseled  tree. 

Christmas  to  some  is  Christmas  night, 
And  in  the  dark  a star. 

And  in  the  mind  thoughts  calm  and  still 
As  snow  and  starlight  are. 


Christmas  is  more  than  a snow-starred  day, 
More  than  a snow-hushed  night; 

It  is  man's  spirit  taking  joy 
In  prayer  and  candlelight. 

In  laughter,  beauty,  love,  and  life; 

Cleansed  of  the  year-long  plod 
Of  care,  the  stable  of  man's  heart 
Becomes  the  house  of  God. 


PRACTICALITY 


At  Christmastide  for  a joyous  span 

The  Lord  has  His  way  with  the  heart  of  man; 

The  rest  of  the  year  is  run  by  reason. 

Christmas  is  love's  triumphant  season! 

And  something  happens,  something  strange. 

For  all  the  laws  we  live  by  change; 

And  we  hear  instead  of  practical  people's 
Figures  and  facts  the  bells  in  the  steeples 
Of  our  heart;  and  we  see  what  we  could  not  see 
Blinded  by  practicality: 

The  beauty  of  a shining  tree, 

A snowlit,  starlit  night,  the  bright 
Courage  that  is  candlelight; 

And  we  find  new  faith  in  weary  faces 
And  joy  in  unaccustomed  places. 

And  the  secret— is  it  the  secret  of  living? 

Instead  of  getting,  people  are  giving! 

Giving  their  silver,  giving  themselves. 

Giving  from  riches,  giving  from  lack— 

And  never  a scheme  to  get  it  back: 

The  whole  race  living,  young  and  old. 

By  the  Golden  Rule,  not  the  rule  of  gold! 


HEARTS  CANDLE 


My  Christmas  candle  is  but  small 
And  plain,  not  massive,  great,  or  tall. 
No  masterpiece  of  holy  art. 

The  human  candle  of  my  heart— 

And  oh,  my  heart  is  small  and  plain. 
Not  waxen  white  but  showing  stain. 


Yet  I have  noted  that  the  flame 
Of  every  candle  is  the  same 
And  candles  of  uneven  height 
All  cast  the  same  amount  of  light; 
And  so  I let  my  candle  shine, 
Proud  that  a little  light  is  mine. 


0 LORD 

WHOSE  VERY  NAME  IS  LOVE 


Jesus  Savior,  little  stranger. 

You  were  cradled  in  a manger. 

Could  it  be,  then,  as  you  grew. 

There  were  no  questionings  in  You? 
Did  You  have  no  thoughts  like  me? 
No  doubts  of  Your  divinity? 

Feel  no  inward  ache  to  know? 

Never  have  the  need  to  grow? 

When  You  went  to  pray  apart. 

Was  it  with  no  puzzled  heart? 

0 Lord  whose  very  name  is  love 
Made  flesh,  0 incarnation  of 
Infinite  compassion,  can 

You,  being  God,  be  less  than  man? 
You  had  no  splendor  like  a king's. 

1 see  You  in  the  least  of  things; 

I see  You  shining  through  man's  tears. 
Through  his  uncertainties  and  fears. 

O Holy  Infant,  little  stranger. 

Here  is  my  heart— be  it  Your  manger! 


THE  BELLS  OF  CHRISTMAS 


O bells,  toll  now  an  end  to  pain  and  strife. 
Toll  now  the  sure  outworking  of  the  good 
In  kindlier  and  nobler  ways  of  life. 
Brutality  transformed  to  brotherhood. 


O bells,  ring  out  of  peace  securely  founded 
In  freedom,  of  the  hope  of  paths  untrod 
That  lead  us  to  a world  unbound,  unbounded 
Humanity  united  in  one  God! 


This  is  the  Child,  and  who  is  He? 

The  everlasting  mystery 
Of  God's  love,  gentle,  real,  and  warm. 
With  a human  face  and  a human  form. 
On  Christmas  morning.  Love— a Child— 
Was  born  and  looked  at  us  and  smiled 
And  said,  "You  are  my  little  brother!" 
For  Christ's  sake,  let  us  love  each  other! 


THE  LOCATION 
OF  CHRISTMAS 


I asked  a Sage,  "Sir,  can  you  tell  me  the  location 
Of  Christmas?"  He  replied,  "Christmas  exists 
In  the  imagination, 

A nation  that  you  will  not  find 
On  any  map  or  chart. 

Being  a country  of  the  mind. 

Inhabited  for  the  most  part 
By  children,  poets,  lovers,  and  scientists. 

Yet  all  the  realest  things— 

Like  steelworks,  wedding  rings. 

Atomic  theories. 

Or  Christmas  lights  and  trees— 

All  such 

Have  to  be  first  imaginings. 

So  to  get  to  Christmas  you 
Have  to  imagine  much 
To  be  true." 

So  I rmagined.  Right  away 
I found  myself  in  Christmas  Day. 


YOUR  CHRISTMAS  GUEST 


Take  time  this  Christmas  day  to  go 
A little  way  apart 

And  with  the  hands  of  prayer  prepare 
The  house  that  is  your  heart. 

Brush  out  the  dusty  fears,  brush  out 
The  cobwebs  of  your  care 
Till  in  the  house  that  is  your  heart 
It's  Christmas  everywhere. 


Light  every  window  up  with  love. 

And  let  your  love  shine  through. 

That  they  who  walk  outside  may  share 
The  blessed  light  with  you. 

Then  will  the  rooms  with  joy  be  bright. 
With  peace  the  hearth  be  blessed. 

And  Christ  Himself  will  enter  in 
To  be  your  Christmas  guest. 


THE  CHRISTMAS  TREE 

The  Christmas  tree  has  power  to  grow 
And  put  forth  flowers  in  winter's  snow. 
Is  faith  in  perfect  things  its  root? 

Will  strength  for  living  be  its  fruit? 

This  is  imagination's  tree 
And  has  a dream's  fragility, 

But  likewise  has  the  endless  power 
That  a dream  has  to  grow  and  flower. 
Rainbows  of  buds  and  flowers  of  light 


Bloom  in  its  boughs  on  Christmas  night. 
Imagination's  golden  dust 
Is  sprinkled  on  our  mind's  mistrust 
Now  for  a moment,  and  the  bare 
World  glows— we  are  set  free  from  care. 
Beneath  the  tree  of  dreams  beguiled 
By  visions  sleeps  the  Holy  Child 
And  He  will  wake  and  He  will  bless 
Us  all  with  holy  childlikeness. 


CHRISTMAS  IS  A NEWBORN  CHILD 


Christmas  is  a newborn  child— 

I look  at  him  and  see 
No  helpless  infant  meek  and  mild 
But  all  that  man  may  be— 

Men's  strength  and  dreams  and  hopes  and  fears 
Made  flesh  alive  and  warm 
Across  the  unknown  endless  years 
In  this  frail  human  form. 
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